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THE END OF THE SEASIDE TOUR. 

“The girls of the ‘ Friv. were dreadfully startled the other day on receiving a telegram requesting their attendance at Ventnor to receive Poor Pa’s last 
blessing, One or two immediately ordered mourning, and quite a number of the poor dears hurried off at once, only to find that they had been made the victims 
uf one of Dad’s tricks. After a laborious seaside tour, Papa is naturally a bit pippy, as he terms it; but he was certainly not in the condition that his wire 
“d the girls to expect. Luckily, they are good-tempered, so soon settled down to their business, which was to cheer Poor Pa up.’—Toorsie. 


ANOTHER GOOD PRECEPT GONE WRONG. 


“IT presume, dad, when you mentionel George 
Washington a bit ago, you really meant that other 
fellow, the one quoted in Scripture, you know—what's 
his name ?—Ananias,” 


euber, my sen, always speak the truth. 


‘xample of George Washington constantly 


“A positive fact. Mr. Dowter, I assure you on my 
honour. It scaled twenty-three poundsall but an ounce, 
and T used nothing but anordinary rod and a worm, A 


vacon in your path, Do not, under any 
trifle. sir—a mere trifle to the fish I have caught!" 


bcos, tell a falsehood.” 


° 
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A SEVENTEEN-YEAR-OLD HIGHWAYMAN. 


—_——— 


THIS youthful desperado, Thomas Dorbel by name, was 
hound apprentice to a giover, but running away before he 
had served half his time, he came to London, fell into bad 
company and took to the road. In his first adventure, how- 
ever, Thomas did not shine. 

“ Meeting a Welshman,” we read, “he demanded Taffy's 
money, or he would take his life. The Welshman said, 
‘Hur has no money of hur own, but has threeseore pounds 
of hur master’s money ; but, cot’s blood ! hur must not give 
hur master’s money. What would hur master then say for 
hur doing so?" Tom replied, * You must not put me off 
with your cant, for money T want and money TP will have, 
let it be whose it will, or expect to be shot through the 
head.” The Welshman then delivered the money, saving, 
‘What hur gives you is none of hur own; and that hur 
muster may not think hur has spent hur money, hur requests 
you to be so kind as to shoot some holes through hur coat- 
lappets, that hur master may see hur was robbed.’ So, 
suspending his coat ona tree, Tom fired his pistol through 
it, Taffy exclaiming, ‘Cots splatter a-enails! this isa pretty 
pounce; pray give hur another pounce for har money, and 
‘Tom fired another shot through the coat, ‘By st. Dave! 
this isa better pounce than the ether; pray chive bur one 
pounce more.’ ‘TP have never another pounce left, said 
‘Tom. ‘Why, then.’ said the Welshman. ‘hur bas one pounce 
left for hur, and if hur will not give hur hur money again, 


hur will pounce hur through hur body.’ Dorbel very reluctantly 
bat quietly returned the money, and was thankful that he was 
allowed to deport’ ; 

It is to be presumed that, during the next five years that his 
career of highwayian lasted, he had better luck. One day it hap- 
pened that the son of a gentleman was taken in custody for a 
highway robberv,and Tom undertook to bring him off for the sum 
of five hundred pounds, one half to be paid in advance and the 
other immediately the deliverance was effected. When the young 
gentleman was brought up for trial, he was found guilty ; but just 
ue the jude was about to pass sentence, Tom, seemingly overcome 
With remorse, called out that the prisuner wis innoceut, and he 
himself had committed the robbery, 

Pom was, on this, taken inte custody and the prisoner liberated ; 
but When browrht up at the following assizes, he pleaded * Not 
guilty before the same judge, who, thunderstruck, demanded 
What he meant. don't Know,” said Tom, “how far [ was guilty 
then, but Tam not guilty now; therefore, it any person can accuse 
mie, | desire they may be sworn.” And, no wituess appearing, he 
was acquitted, 

The vagabond had lived at such an extravagant rate in prison, 
that he had searcely any of the five hundred left when he obtained 
his liberty, therefore took again to the road and robbed the Duke 
of Norfolk near Salisbury, but his lrorse was shot, and he was taken 
nod Condenined at the next assizes, 

While under sentence he, however, found a lawyer who, for a 
sum of fifty guineas, promised to obtain his pardon. The lawyer 
rode to) London, was successful, but only just arrived in time, 
for Tom was about to be thrown off. He had ridden so hard, 
though, that his horse fell dead. Such, however, was the scurvy 
rascal’s ingratitude, that he refused to pay the lawyer, clleging that 
nuuy obligation given by aman under sentence of death was not 
valid. 

It will cause the reader little sorrow to learn that very shortly 
after this, for the robbery and barbarous murder of a young lady, 
he was condemned to be executed and afterwards hung in chains, 

. * . . * e 
BLoop STAINED BILL: A TALE OF TERROR. 
Cuapp. XIX.—( Continued.) 

att lengeth the fite iss ore an wot iss leff off the bludderles boi av 
shook ans with the remnings of billium botth iss Rex butt frens 
wonct mor, thee garstelly phrogg e av recavver off iss squel- 
terching, an iss ins acrokin sarcastic, dai iss brakin. wee 
arr leevin the caif to visitt. the remanes off the ded boi Taters. a 
dethelly silence prevale. 

(Next week, “ The Lady Detective.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


=~ 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks, FACILIS, thanks for your kindly remarks, We are proud 
tu have gained auch a friend ; It's not diplomatic, \ NEWCASTLE 
TYKE, So potent a man te offend, No, ALGERNON WEST, we're 
unabic te say If the Ancient has ercr done time; As far as our 
memory serves us, we think He's always got off with a fine. It's 
rather too late to recert te it, JAMES, Twas quite unintentional, 
Pym; Zhe fact that the Eminent hadn't come home, Should fairly 
vwonerate him, Wecannot reapond tv your overtures, TAR; The 
poems you send us, MIss Drew, Are Jar, far tov good for such 
columns as ours, Try those of some high class review. We've 
started preparing the * HOLIDAYS," MAUD; At Christmas ‘twill 
drive the world wild ; And interest millions and fill with delight 
Berry man, evry woman and child, We're only a little way out, 
after all; We can't be infallible, Dops, For SLOPER sometimes 
takes a leaf from the book Of Homer, the poet, and nods. 


a 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Lorwarded toany part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post-free : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Monthe, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERLES,” 99 SuOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rug pe La Bangue. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-uf-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Retlway Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deccased at 
the time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLorer’s HALF-HOLIDAY” ts 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ee 

Ripper. Beginning to get chilly, isn’t it? 

Rapper. Yes, itis. Awful, ain't it? 

Ripper, Awful! No; Lrather like it. 

Rapper. Ah, 1 forgot! you're a single man. Wait till you're 
moeurried, and with the first cold evening your wife gives a shiver 
and begins to hint at furs and winter wraps, 


. 
ON 1 sick bed once lay a bold, bad buccaneer, 
But he wasn’t the man to repine ; 
He said, “ From this illness I've nothing to fear 
If you give me Piratic Saline.” 
= 


* 
Visetor. And how is your nephew, young Racketty, getting on, 
out in Africa? 
Racketty’s Aunt. Oh, very well, | believe. Gone into the sugar 
growing business, L believe. At all events, a young friend of his 
who has just come home, told me that he was raising Cain in 


Mashonaland. es 


* 
Overhiard on the District Railway. 
She (te Clerical Looking Stranger), Wave you taken Orders? 
Clerical Looking Stranger. Ol, yes, my dear. 
Nhe, May (inquire where? 
CYerical Looking Stranger, Vve taken many a one at the 
Aquarium, but | am taking them at the Stuffem Restaurant now, 
Finest half-crown dinver in London, bar none, 
= *¢ 


When you raise a glossy tile, 
Bland and sweet is beauty'’s smile; 
Bat if upon vour sleeve the sheen, 
Senuty Jeaves your bow—unseen, 
»~ & 
* 
Bair Geel, What type of gict would vou call me, Harry ? 
Harry (a compositor), What type, daring?) Why, nonpariel, of 
eourse, And then le sft her on his knee, Jecked up her fair forme 
iu his strony arms, and was Just going to press when | left them, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HA 


Though the breeze was remarcably 


But he didn’t appear until lave, and, I 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 440.—The “ Ventnor Bathin 


stiff, “That 
She went to mect Aim on the cliff ; 


Itcansed a most horrible tiff. (fear, 


a 4 
t Gi 


a ‘s a beautifn 
rs. Clipper.” 
seen hin’ 
beautiful—babies always are.” 


ng" Costume. 


“True; but 


HE DION’T KNOW. 
Rose, Are not English wives the best, Mr. Glosson ? 
Glosson. Can't say. I've only had two, and they were both Frenclwomen. 


“T thought I told you to pnt that noisy 
fellow out. But I see he is still there.” “Oh, 
yes; he is sid enough—he's fast asleep,” 


“ Well, vor 
awfully v 
what she is saying 7 "Oh,) 
dear, I must nave n kiss! 


8. 


1 boy of yours, 
“Why, you haven't 


know he's 


know, I call her 
n. Do you know 


ou 


LF-HOLIDAY. 


(Satarday, October 1, 1892. 


In the greenroom at the “ Friv,” 
a Tvssie. I'm afraid | shall- have to give up the profession, ;, 
ear, ; 

Flossie. Why, dear? 

Tvssie, Since | had that last attack of rheumatism, I find | 6-1); 
dance a bit, and my hair is all coming out ; my teeth are all po;),. 
wrong, and | suffer so dreadfully from dyspepsia, ep 

Flossie, What shall you do, dear? 

Zossie, Oh, 1 suppose | shull have to get married! 

s 

“1 won’T say that Tootsie is always too consequential, and ¢},,; 
I like pride to have a fall; still, when she had been so 4, 
hoighty-toighty the other day, | wasn't exactly sorry that w: 
she fell off the swing on to the ‘Vale of Health’ cake sta!) 
powder was wiped off her face with raspberry jam, aud she'd ;\);... 
yether forgotten that the bull pup was near by to take anafteruuo,y 
tea off any part of her skirt that offered the best bite.” 


» 
BELIEVE me, Clara Vere de Vere, 
From where the best good nigyers go, 
The grand old gard'ner and his parduer 
Smite at the side put on below. 
Howe’'er it may be, it seems to me, 
Had my papa a sweeper been, 
I'd not have cared a whitesinith’s bless, 
So that he kept his crossing clean, 
* 


s 
Grubbles, Might is right in this country, 
Sharpshins, Oh, | don't know ; it depends what you are alludi: 
to. If you are speaking of fists, [ think you'll very often find tha 
right is might. *,° 


l 


Mre. Rustik. And how is my boy John getting on, ma‘am? 

Visitor from Town, Oh, he is doing very well indeed! He liasa 
situation with the mayor, and attends to his worship every day, 

Mrs. Rust... Vnvright glad to hear that, ‘cos it was as miei as 
T could do wheu he was at home to get ‘im to church once on a 
Sunday. oe 

s 

CIVILIZATION is much more advanced on the Congo than vou 
might think. lhe Automatic box system is worked wonderfully, 
A native beauty has only to put halfa crown in the slot and out 
comes a dress improver, lined with blue satin and gold fringe. 


* 
Sa1D a very old man on the channel, 
Who was wholly enveloped in flannel, 
“Kind friends, know that I 
Am now going to die, 
So a coroner's jury empannel.” 


. 
Walker. 1 saw McGooseley last night. Lost the use of his legs, 
poor fellow ! : 
Brown, What a terrible thing! Through rheumatism? 
Walker, Oh, no! from the smell of his breath, 1 should say it 


was whisky, e 


. 
On the Pier. 

Old Brown. Hallo, young Smith! what are you doing, eli’ 
Star-gazing ? : ; 

Young Smith (who has been intently regarding the lady bathers). 
Well—er—yes, | think you might call it star-gazing. Anyhow, | 
have been looking ata heavenly. body, 

* 


Lushington. I met the guv'nor as I was going home last night- 
Wonder if he noticed | was tight? : } 
Slipper, Why should he? There was nothing unusual about it. 


s 

FRIEND, when I went to see your play, 

Of those poor frogs I thought, 
Who, pelted by the urchins gay, 

Immunity besought— 
And, like those frogs, I cried amain, 
“Your play is other people's pain.” 

. 


J 
Fair Young Thing from London, Oh, this is too lovely! Oh, 
how | should like to live by a corntield ! ; 
Old Farmer. You wouldn't find it mooch of a livin’, miss, at the 
price corn is fetchin’ now. * 


ALLY doesn't recommend the general use of bad languaze. but 
there are times when the use of a forcible expletive isa positive 
relief to the feelings, and accordingly he submits the tullowius 


list of APPROPRIATE OATHS: ; 
For an Executioner - - - Hang it. 
For « Grocer - - - - : Sugar it. 
For a Flautist - - - - Blow it. 
Yor a Bankrupt - MEETS ge Bust it. 


* A * 
Snipper. 1 can’t make out what causes young Softy, with his 
salary, always to be so hard up. 
Snapper, Why, he has started keeping poultry for profit. 


s 
THAT money's the root of all evil, 
We've incontrovertible proof; __ 
For all ages have held that the devil 
Can always be told by—his ‘oof. 
ss 


. 
Slimmer. You were rather struck by Miss Cravsus down at 
Ramsgate, weren't you, old man? 
Cadby. Yes, | was, but not nearly so much as I was by her father 
when | asked hii if I might marry her. 


= 

Sloffer. 1 don't like those shirts and collars for girls. 

Sluffer. Oh, TL don't know! Perhaps it will teach them te 
sympathize with us when we lose our only stud or run the bally 
pin into the back of our neck. « « 

* 


Tum, Lovely girl! 

Dick, Wer face is her fortune, 

Sam, lt certainly is a capital one. ee 

Harry. That accounts for the interest you take in it. 
* 


= 
He was a little Eton boy ; : 
The big girls called him Cupid— 
For he was rather pert than coy— 
Those girls | ween were stupid. 
Since poets tell us in their songs, 
To (H)arrow Lupid aye belongs. 


“WHAT, mamma, dear,” said ‘the sunny faced little innocent 
“are those immense lengths of crinkly white merino for ?—th 
must be fifty vards long.” “My child, they are the accor 
for Lady Snook’s long skirt quartet.” “And what, mami, (© 
are those small muslin handkerchiefs for that they are pic |” 
ten atatime in those clean sardine boxes?” “Oh, they are 0 
skirts for the new burlesque in Sydney that they are export 


Australia.” ‘The long and short of it is to be found ever) where. 
= 


a : . his 
Candidate for Parliamentary honeurs. 1 do not believe hi ; 
canvassing business, and begging and praying for votes. \ asatih 
opinion the constituency should seek the man and not the"! 
the constituency. 
(Interval of twenty-four hours.) et cai 
Candidate, Vve just ealied, Mr. Brown, to inquire u 
depend upon sour support—?” . 
Friend, Hullo! L thought the constituency ought tos 
man, eh? oe Ue 
Candidate. Certainly, sir, but it is necessary for the man ¢ 
close handy when the constituency seeks him ! 
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Saturday, October 1, 1892.) 
“TOOTSIE AT NEW BRIGHTON. 


_—_—— 


we were, a week or two ago. at Cardiff, we saw an attrac: 
tac, taphic view of u seaside place sume few miles distant, 
Ne and we wenc to it 
ona wild kind of 
thing that jolted 
us up hill and 
down dale till we 
reached our jour- 
ney's end, a good 
long walk off the 
sea, hotel and pier, 
we had particu- 
‘ Jarly taken a note 
of when contem- 
plating the highly 
coloured icture, 
The hote was 
more or less like 
it, but the pier— 
well, they may 
build that some 
day. The day we 
| looked for it they 
did not seem to 
have begun, 

New Brighton is 
just a little bit 
ambitious as far 
as its nomencla- 
* ture goes, When 
Brithelmstone 
ceased to be a fish- 
ing village, and, 
under the gracious 
smile of the First 
Gentleman in 
Enrope, became “ fashionable, elegant and universally known,” it 
was yet very far from being what it is to-day, as you may see for 
vourself by opening Mr. John George Bishop's delightful book. 
irizhton has taken all ninety-two years to grow, and has as yet 

vased growing by any means. New Brighton will have a lot 
ot growing to do before it rivals the Queen of Watering-places. 

When we left Wales, we came along to Liverpool, the “large, 
flourishing and populous seaport of Lancashire.” | like Liverpool, 
with its miles on miles of docks, its myriads of ships and forests of 
masts, its crowded landing stage, its busy streets, its lofty ware- 
houses, its comfortable hotels, its theatres, its music halls, its wild 
beast depository and its waxwork show, 

When we had seen half the sights of Liverpool, we crossed over 
in the boat to New Brighton, The landing stage, six hundred feet 
long, bridge, and the pier and promenade are all imposing struc- 
tures, and when the band plays, the scene is of the gayest. 

On the first day we went for a picnic, It was not a snecess. 
Something went very wrong with the salad ail aud the salt was 


Withes 


The picnic and Billy come to grief. 


A desperate finish, 


left at home, Bob—serve him right—fell among some nettles, and 
that stupid, over fed pig of Billy sat plump down on the pie. 

At length the cheap checks are done for. Billy, it is supposed, 
Will have to return home in evening dress, Bob having refused to 
he!p him with another suit, 

On the sands, the guide-book tells us, will be found “the usual 
Accessories OF necessaries of a watering-place, viz., donkeys, ponies, 
canvas tents, peep-shows, skittles and bobby -go-rounds.”’ Ot 
course, we took part in all the amusements at Bob's expense, and, 
as a kind of wind up, Miss Lardi_ Longsox, Miss Tottie Good- 
enoush and | chartered donkeys and rode races, 

_We then visited the Rock Fort, a formidable building with sol- 
diers, guns and gunpowder within. After that, we went tothe Rock 
Lishthouse, rather an alarming amount of climbing being required, 
aud we felt glad improvers had gone out of fashion while per- 
forming the ascent. 

Vie exchequer of the Hononrable Billy has long been at a low 

as ebb, andl = the 
Hereditary Le- 
vislator, the 
Dook Snook, is 
supposed to 
have parted 
with every- 
thing but what 
he stands up in, 
we having only 
yesterday seen 
him coming 
out of a p*wo 
brt*k*r's, 

Well, any- 
how, thank 
goodness this 
is the end of 
the holiday, 
and next week 
we are back in 
town, The 
pirate crew is 
still in posses- 
sion of the 
,, yacht, but the 
}, olice are on 
/ his track. That 
j irl Tottie and 

have had a 
serious quarrel, 
and intend 
ese to Sp 
sti nee dress a word to 
‘ ne ree this time forth. Lardi and I are still on speaking 
tai thea hd nas likely to last. I have told Billy and Snook 

Pines ure should prefer a little less of their company. 

‘ nally broken off with Bob, 

“ate no longer betrothed, 


Taktug leave ui uucie. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


T OFTEN sit for hours an’ hours, an’ wish dat I could be 
De darkey | pretend Lam; 

For dough de British Public's berry much attached to me, 
Ize a swindle and a sham, 

When I tell ‘em ob de cotton, ob de corn an’ ring-tailed coon, 
An’ how among de tields I've sat, 

A-watchin’ wid admirin’ eyes de risin’ ob de moon— 
Oh! it’s moonshine all ob dat! 


Dough I tell ‘em ob dedear ole songs my dear old daddy sang, 
Wid my dear ole mudder sittin’ on his knee, 

To tell de troof, my farder couldn't sing a little hang, 
An’ my mudder weighed nineteen stone thre. 

An’ I tell ‘em how my dear ole Sal [ cherish an’ adore 
Dough Sally is a cross ole eat; 

An’ I ttl ‘em how de piccaninny dauces on de floor 
(He's a fat, tlat-footed brat !). 


1 tell how wid de banjo in de cotton fields I sit, 
How | twang it all de night and morn; 

Aldough, to tell de honest troof, | cannot play a bit, 
An' de old banjo's in pawn. 

But if de Public like to be bamboozled—well an’ good ; 
An’ as it is a payin’ game, 

You still will hear me in my ultra-sentimental mood, 
Au’ my song will be de same, 


—_——__s—__-— 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and Jovt notes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XXVI. 
PROGRESS IN AFFECTION. 


I HAVE referred to the fact that I first always alluded to 
Mrs. Sloper as my “ownest.” I endeavoured, of course, to make 
every progress in her affections. On one occasion | met her ata 
picnic in Richmond Park. As we sat in the midst of the bracken 
and the mild eved deer gazed at us, I ventured to place my arm 
around the waist of the loveliest of her sex, 
She said to me, “ Mr. SLOPER, will you have the great kindness 
to take your arm from around my waist? Please do not think 
that Lam the corner of the street lamp-post you want to catch 
hold of when you've been coming home after a harmonic meeting."’ 
1 thought this remark was somewhat of the unfeeling order. I 
have ever been attentive and chivalrous to females. 
(Yes, | should think so, and a bally sight too much, too. If 
ever the Old 'Un's been at all on the whisky hunt, he starts grinning 
like a Cheshire cat at anything nice he comes across. No man has 
kag oe slogelollared in his lifetime for trying it on than ALLY, 
—McG. 
I tried to whisper lightly in her ear. 
She said, “Mr. SLOPER, when » man has been taking on the 
‘Unsweetened,’ he should not whisper in a lady's ear, If you 
want to talk to me, just swallow half u pint of eau de Cologne first, 
and then shout at me from the furthest off oak.” 
It is a curious fact, but the most virtuous females are often most 
inconsiderate in speaking to the object even of their affections. 
(“Object of affections,” indeed! He was an object sometimes, 
even in those days. He not only fell in love with me, but he’da 
nasty knack of falling about, even then, It is trying to havea 
man making love to you, on his knees, who has to steady himself 
by catching hold of your back skirt curves with the hooked handle 
of an umbrella.— Mrs, SLOPER.) 
Now, if not a matter of historic interest, modesty and a chaste 
respect for her feelings would prevent me from explaining how I 
first gave Mrs. Sloper the salute of affection, 
I did kiss Mrs. Sloper. 
Never had she looked more lovely than when seated on the 
dresser, engaged in the sweet minstrelsy produced by the aid of 
the small comb of commerce and the resonant tissue paper, 
It was behind the jack towel. 
“1 love you, my ownest !" | murmured. 
Her light and feathery hand caught me a sample oner on the 
exter auricular, 
Still, | had kissed her. 

(To be continued next week.) 


—_~——— 


THE JOLLY GIRLS’ CLUB. 
FourtH REPoRT. 


OUR appeal to the soldiers was not a mistake— 
They have driven the crowd from our door, 

But, alas! (the confession we're sorry to make), 
We're perplexed on a different score. : 

After dinner last night (or, as men call it, “ grub") 
Gerty thought it would be such a joke 

(And by no means opposed to the rules of the club) 
Jf we all of us sported a smoke. 


So we sent for a lot of cigars from a shop 
About seven doors off on the right, 

And were soon with some “ Bocks” of a very fine crop, 
Which we duly proceeded to light. 

It was all very nice for a minute or two, 
And we drew and we puffed with a will, 

But before, | regret, we had smoked them half through 
We were feeling most fiendishly ill. 


Gertv rose with a sigh, and then went with a run 
To the door, and then out of the room ; 

The expression she wers on her face being one 
Of a mixture of torture and gloom. 

And we gazed at each other with watery eye, 
And felt sad at the horrible scene ; 

So, like Gerty, we left it, with just such a sigh, 
And with faces as gloomy and green. 


There was silence among us to-night when we met ; 
And we sat in a sorrowful ring, 

Feeling limp from the frightful experience yet, 
Like some marionettes on a string. 

But at last, up rose Gerty, and, giving her head 
Justa nolt and significant rub, — . 

The good Hon, Sec. and Treasurer quietly said, 
“There's no smoking allowed at this club.” 

(To be continued.) 


Eo 


BY A HAIR'S BREADTH. 


THEY were two aristocratic young men, and shared the same sky 
parlours in a lodging house in now fast he Lito | Bloomsbury, 
and brass had been horribly scarce. Roused at length to the 
necessity of doing something to keep body and soul and the land- 
lady together, Algernon Arthur remarked, loftily— ‘ 
“T think | shall—ah !—write a book, and call it “Critical 
Moments in the Lives of Great Men.” 
“The vewy thing!" assented Marmaduke Martinmas, en- 
couragingly. “I had a cwitical moment myself once. We were 
up for examination, Subject—beastly Fwench twanslation, Got 
overa good many denced awkward fences somehow, till I stuck fast 
at pas de tout, Vewy, vewy odd, but hang me if 1 could think of 
the English for it. There were only five miuutes left when I had 
aninspiwation. Of course, pas de tout—father of twins! I dwew 
. fa bweath to think what a pwecious nawwow escape l'd 
ad!" 
~ And—ah—did you get through, Marmy?" 
“No, deah old chappie, no. Dashed if they didn't wecommend 
me to twy again!” 
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MISS MATTER-OF-FACT. 


—~— 


Sie was a trim little body—buat no fool. 
You might have offered a reward of ten thousand on for the 
discovery of a 

sentimental 
spotin her heart 
that a pin'’s 
ide nt would 
lave covered, 
and ran no risk 
of Josing your 
money ; in fact, 
she prided her- 
self upon her 
business-like 
manner, 

Still, 
she was as 
“fetching” asa 
working man's 
beer-jug oon on 
Saturday night. 
Riddlewink 
swore it, and 
Riddlewink 
ought to have 
known, con- 
sidering he was 
engaged to 
marry her. 

When he ti- 
morously — put 
the fatal ques- 
tion, there was 
no maiden coy- 
ness and blush- 
ing, and dear, 
dear, “ this-is-so-sudden-and-unexpected” nonsense about her. 
What girlishness and blushing timidity there was in the trans- 
action was entirely on Riddlewink’s side, He stammered and 
grew painfully pink, and twisted and writhed with such exces- 
sive emotion that the tears came into his eyes; while she, cool 
and collected, sat placidly sucking the little bit of lead-pencil she 
used for regulating the household expenses, her determined little 
eyebrows puckered into a somewhat thoughtful frown, 

“Let me see, William,” she said, after a short pause, during 
which Riddlewink, when not wishing the ground to open, was 
engaged in inwardly cursing Nature for not having created him in 


withal, 


the form of a penny H. B., “you have three hundred a-year, with 


an annual twenty pounds rise. We can get a decent little house 
for forty, rates included ; a hundred and sixty for housekeeping 
pe es ; twenty for your clothes, fifty for mine, and thirty to put 
»y for the family when it arrives. But you want a lot of looking 
after, William. 
You're a bit soft, 
you know, dear, 
and tremendously 
weak-headed, and a 
pretty face can lead 
you anywhere. 
Still, | think I'll say 
yes, You may kiss 
me—no, not on the 
nose" (as Riddle- 
wink frantically 
threw his mous- 
tache at her), “I 
prefer the mouth. 
And, William, you 
must leave off that 
nasty tobacco; it 
does not improve 
your breath. And 
mind you bring an 
engagement ring by 
four-thirty to-mor- 
row. You can take 
the size of my 
finger now.” Oh, [ 
tell you, there was 
no sentiment 
about her! She 
was matter-of-fact 
from her topmost 
plait to the tip of 
her substantially 
soled number two. 5 , ? - 
However, Riddlewink didn’t mind it. Besides, the girl was quite 
right. He was a man that wanted a lot of looking after. : 
When Riddlewink took the fever, she went and nursed him 
through it without turning a hair. When he was very bad indeed 
and tke doctor had given him up, she took advantage of a few 
moments of returning consciousness on his part to say—* W illiam, 
it’s a case of touch and go with you, and [ think it only right you 
should make a will and leave me what little proy erty you have to 
leave. I've had the thing properly drawn up, and it only requires 
your signature. Here'sa pen. 1 can guide your hand while you 
sign it.” And directly it was done, back again he went to his 
incoherent ravings, while she poured out his medicine with 
unshaking fingers and prepared a further supply of cooling drink, 
Then, on the very wedding eve, she came Straight across to his 


rooms, where he was trying to reduce into something resemb ‘ing 
order the chaos o1 


his belongings, and 
said, very calinly— 
“William, corlect 
what slightamount 
of intelligence you 
possess and listen 


The signature. 


to me An old 
gentieman, just 
returned from 
Australia and 
ignorant of omy 
engagement, has 
offered to marry 
me at once. tle 
will settle three 
thousand a year 


upon me for life, 
and at his death 
leave me uncon. 
ditionally the 
whole of his 
property. He's in 
his seventy-ninth 
year, and I've 
ecoepted him, I 
trust you'll have 
sufficient sense to 
let ourengagement 
stand over and 
wait until I'm oa 
widow.” 

Did he wait? 
Rather! and at the 
end of a couple of years she was in a position to take him, to 
make a man of him, and allow him more pocket-money for his 
own private spending than he had previously imagined the world 
contained, 


~ Listen tu me.” 


1! 


AT BOULOGNE. 


Mons. Three francs for that lobster ? 
She. Yes, Monsieur ; it's alive—just caught, 


Mons, Is it fresh 7 


e* Afiss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 
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No, 254.—Miss LILY MANELLY, 
“<A stately maid imbued with every virtue." 


— The Dook Snook. 


“ None dare aspire with her to bear comparison.” 


“So fuir a face must needs bewitch us all.” 


—The Lord Bob, 


—The Ion. Billy. 


“T never did see such a lazy ewabas that there nigger—he's been ‘ere more'n a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


PLEASANT FOR THE BISHOP. 


week and never plays no banjo nor nothing!" 


“By Jove! it’s raining, I'm afraid I've missed her,” 


(Saturday, October 1, 189, 


v 
“T am in frightful crouble, dear, 
tell me my husband is dying. If it \ 
for the consoling thought that black s))::..,., 
so well, I don't know what I should (| » 
Extract from Letter of Young Lady, 


CHIVALRY. 


| DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—TIMOTHY HEALY, Esq. 


A party who hails from the south—You may know him by his chronic drought, 
Thought just for a whim, He would interview Tim Healy, so journeyed to Lout 
(1). Yes, and when he got, there for the life of him he couldn't make out why the 
natives, at his approach, should retire behind stone walls, and,as he passed, look 
askance and finger their blunderbusses in a suspicious manner. “Strange!” mut- 
tered A. SLOPEK. “Surely they recognize the universal F.O.M. in these parts; if 
not, what the dickens is the use of fame?" Musing thus, he came suddenly on @ 
pleasing sight.——(2). ‘Twas Tim Healy himself doing in fine style the Irish jig 
with a buxom colleen, as a relaxation from the cares of lume Rule business, “ Och, 
an’ bedad, an’ hooroo !" cried A, SLUPER, and he wouls udve joined in the national 
dance had not Mr. Healy suddenly stopped in his saltatory exercise, and glaring 
coldly on the Eminent said, in the most cutting manner,” Phwhat, ye dirty blackguard | 
Sthand back, or be jabers——!" “ Stand hack, Tim!" cried the astonistied littérateur, 
“T was only going to cut in in the mazy! Sure, an’ dunt ye know me, Tim?” 
“ Know ye, ye murtherin’ spalpeen! Och, sure an’ I do! an’ it's wonderin’ Oi am 
that ‘tis ve whe would cast another insult to Ould Vireland.”—(3). * Well, 'm—" 


THE ELDER TORPEDOED. 


(1). “ Help, Lelp!” roared McSwine during the inundations, while the Elder jeered, 


hap 
earl 
ayy 


no 


| began the astonished Eminent, when Mr. Healy, who was rapidly working }imslf 
up to one of those rages for which he is famous’ struck his shillaly on the gr . 

then flourishing it over his head, yelled, * Hoo, ye devil! will ye tread on the t { 

me coat?" “Shure an’ Oi will,” replied A. SLOPER, “if ye say ye won't take its iT. 

“Sassenach!" shouted the Home Rule champion, and went for A. SLuPrR,——— «4! 

Who for many days after the event exemplified the Wearing of the vn round lis 

eyes, “But, may I be permitted to ask,” said A. SLOPER, while Mr. Healy desicte | 

for a moment to rest his weary arms, “why this castigation ?" “Shure,” pants! 

Mr. Healy, “have ye not come amongst us masquerading as a hateful squires 

“No,a thousand noes!" criel A. SLOPER. “Tim, I thought, garbed as Hariies 

Creegan, 'twould be a pretty compliment to Ould Ireland's greatest dramatic aut! 

With Irish impulsiveness, Mr, Healy threw himself into A, SLOPER'S arms 

how,” said the latter, * will ye be afther takin’ a dhrop of the crather ?" and he ys This 
duced the bottle. The other smiled and raixed it to his lips. “ Phwhat's this: Cool du 
hissed. “ "Tis the dhrink of the hateful Londoner ! Hoo ! get out of this, ye spalpan: Prive t 
— (5). And A. SLOPER had to, in double quick time, we can assure you. 


saturday, October 1, 1892.] ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


As probably you have heard, the best _prevestive of the cholera is freelom from worry and a | Pheasant shooting's proper sport, And pastime of the proper sort :—For championship these 
happy mind. This being the case, no readers of the “H.-If," need fear the fell tiend. Nooneon | playcrs mect, And hearty cheers their efforts greet :—The Heeerend Joseph and his cook From 
earth coud remain unhappy after perusing the following lines:—Like Tricky Jack Miss Kuy | Bingley quickly take their hook :—At cricket Patrick tries his best To conquer natives of the west. 
And quickly shows the police her tears :—Married to George she thought she'd be, But | Oh, yes, friends, | should most assuredly like a few days’ pheasant shooting, Invitations for 
v! shes upa tree :—George Garner states that monkeys can Talk quiteaxwellasany min :— | the same, given generously, will be accepted ina like spirit by-—THE SLOPERLAN SHOWMAN, 


HIS PREFERENCE. 


y 


im 


alee a 

Th sis how the Rev. Dryboue prepared his sermons and kept 
Cul during the recent hot weather, and you'd have been sur- 
Drivel to find how dry his sermons were. 


An incident at Waterloo hitherto unpublished. The manner in 
which the English and French soldiers settled things amicably. 


wa; 


V/ Vip 
iy 
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(| 
A MICHAELMASHER. | 
The woose with the golden eggs ‘ 


Wd Vee gotan iden 3 Laball gu to the next ball at Covent “Don't you think, Mr. Mountjoy, that Sime Reeves is the singer of the age?” “Don't know. For 


hon the ier.” 
iN this Custume, my part, I mefer Dan Leuo or Albert Chevalier. 


ALLY-CAM PANE. 
——— 

QUARTER Dav is a beast of a» nuisance. At least, that is the 
Opinion os all those hapless beings who are best described as 
unoofy, and as the 
unoofy form by fara 
much largerclass than 
the oofy, it is pretty 
safe to denominate 
Quarter Day as an in- 
stitution abhorred of 
the multitude. Is not 
its arrival the signal 
for every tradesman 
and creditor whatso- 
ever to send in_ his 
bill, accompanied, in 
rare instances, by 
“compliments,” — but 
far more frequently by 
threats of various 
degrees of awfulness? 
Butchers, grocers, 
bakers, doctors, 
tailors, schoolmasters 
—all, all clamour for 
their money. No 
wonder, then, that, 
with that inherent 
dislike to paying with 
which the average 
mortal is imbued, the 
advent of Quarter 
Day is regarded pretty generally as anything but a blessing, 

| nd 
s 


RICHARD MANSFIELD, who, a season or two back, endeavoured 
in vain to make a reputation for himself in London, and who has 
only recently returned to America, is now, out of sheer spite, 
pitching into the English press and stage, whenever opportunity 
arises. Richard's manners are about on a par with his acting, aud 
most Loudoun playgoers know only too well what Richard's acting 
was, ee 

s 


Tue Grand Three Months’ Seaside Tour is now finished, and on 
Tuesday next, weather and other circumstances permitting, A. 
SLOPER will be on his way to Londou, home, and, beauty—the 
latter preferred, of course. Loveliness and “ Unsweetened” is 
all that SLOPER lives for; and with due, modesty, and in ell 
humility, he raises his hat in graceful salutation to both, 

os ¢ 


It is distinctly pleasing to see a high class and widely read ladies’ 
ee devoting a goodly portion of its space to a series of articles 
veaded, “ Our Imperfections.” An exe 
tensivestudy of the femininecharacter 
has engendered in our mind the belief 
that girls were unconscious of pos- 
sessing any, and it is truly delightful 
to find that all members of the fair sex 
ure not so supremely satistied with 
the characteristics and bodily gifts 
with which nature has endowed them, 


= 

THERE is, we are told, an alarming 
increase in the number of cases of 
persons found wandering in the streets 
“without visible means of support.” 
Well, well, SLOPER may be numbered 
Amongst these unfortunate outcasts 
one day, but not yet, not yet. He's 
often found wandering in the streets 
now, it’s true, but seldom without 
visible means of support. Any 
policeman ought to be able to see 
u lam p-post, oughtn’t he? 


THE heroine of « Ta-ra-ra, boom- 
de-ay !" is having far from a lively 
time of it on the other side of the 
herring pond. Not only has she 
been quarantined for upwards of 
three weeks, peel Ted she plaintively 

yuts it, two hundred dollars a day ; 
put, to make matters worse, all her 
costumes have been spoiled, owing to the vigorous disinfecting 
process they have been put to. No wonder Lottie is feeling a bit 
off colour. Twenty-one days’ kennelling up in a boat, within sight 
of your destination, is no joke. A. SLOPER drinks to your speedy 
return to Old England, Lottie. , » 

* 


STILL another skating rink has been opened to the public—this 
time in the vicinity of West Brompton Station. he doctors 
residing in the neighbourhood are evidently in luck’s way, as dis- 
Jocated limbs and broken collar-bones are generally ingeparable 
from rinks. But seriously speaking, roller skating is splendid exer- 
cise, and it is to be hoped that West Bromptonites will take full 
advantage of the opportunities offered them by Claud R. Porpa at 
the American Skating Palace. One of the chief features of the new 
rink will be the almost entire absence of sound. A new kind of 
tlooring has been invented, on the surface of which the skater will 
be enabled to glide along almost noiselessly. 

Ld 
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THE big billow of depression which swept over the majority of 
things theatrical, does not appear to have affected the Criterion; 
Mr. Wyndhatn's 
»retty theatre 
aus been one of 
the few to keep 
open its doors, 
On the with- 
drawal of F/aste 
to the Wedding, 
instead of shut- 
ting up until the 
commencement 
of the winter 
season, the man- 
agement boldly 
put up Betsy as 
the chief item of 
attraction in the 
bill, and it is 
pleasant to learn 
that their enter- 
prise has been 
well rewarded 
and that the 
humours of this 

diverting 
comedy have 
been sufticient to 
draw capital 
houses, not only 
to the evening 
partoremnces 
ee j ; yut to the 
matinées which, in consequence of the success of the revival, it 
was found necessary to give. Hetsy is preceded by Poor Mignen- 
effe, a tunetul dittle operetta, which is well worth the trouble of 
coming early to hear, 


THE success which has greeted the appearance of the Serpentine 
dance in England has led to the invention of hew dances by the 
score, and London is ZA 
threatened with a plague Aes. 
of the light fantastic, It 
seems probable that before 
long every serio comic on 
the variety stage will be 
provided with a dance “all Ce 
to her own cheek,” to use . 


a vulgar epithet, and then fe 
the work of the music hall aa 
critic will set in with a re 


vengeance. Not only will 
he have to describe fully 0. -\ \ 
each individual dance, but | 
he will be expected to o>. 
explain to the public how es Gen | 
each dance differs from ~CZ°s, 
another, and why such and ' 
such a step by Miss Polly 
Malaprop is superior to 
that of her great rival 
Miss Kitty Propamal. 
This sort of thing we say 
may occur, but, for the 
sake of the already over- 
worked critic, we sincerely 
hope not. *,* 


AN American paper says—and American papers are always saying 
similar thiugs—that the lack of pockets in her clothes is one of the 
most serious defects ina woman's character, There is a spice of 
truth in this, but it has always been evident that the svense 
Englishwoman has a rooted dislike to pockets. The only time she 
takes an interest iu them is when they contain a lot of loose silver 
and appertain to the trousers of her husband, who is snoring 
heavily after an extra hard night of it at the club. 


s 

Now that pheasant snooting has commenced, a considcrable 
increase in the number of hampers addressed to the Eminent is 
expected, and we understand the various carriers are making special 
arrangements in order to cope with the extra business. It is esti- 
mated that since lst September, no less than seventeen hundred 
rcels of varions descriptions have been delivered at Court 
lildew. Ilow many of these contained game and how many cats 
it is not our intention to make public, but we may mention, as a 
somewhat curious coincidence, that the price of sausages in the 

immediate neighbourhood has fallen quite 2d. in the pound. 


One of the most eng incidents in connection with the now 
, Was the transfereuce of the coin from 


famous run on the Birkbec 
the pockets of the eager 
depositor to those of the 
professional thief. Pick- 
pockets, during the first 
two days of the panic, 
were almost as plentiful 
as the depositors them- 
selves, and a regular 
thieves’ harvest was the 
result. Happily for all 
concerned, upon the 
third day the police ob- 
tained the upper hand of 
the mob, and conse- 
quently the thieving ele- 
ment soon disappeared 
from its midst, carrying 
with it, it is to be feared, 
several thousand pounds 
in specie. When the 
public again contemplate 
a run on a bank, they 
will perhaps take into 
consideration the evils 
arising from such a 
course, and behave at 
least like rational beings. 


» 

A LEARNED professor 
has computed that hos- 
pital nurses only attain 
an average age of twenty-five years against the fifty-eight cre- 
dited to women with other or no vccupation. It is to be hoped 
that the professor is not quite correct in his reckoning, or a serious 
decrease may occur in the number of young women who, at pre- 
sent, so bravely come forward to take up this arduous but essen- 
tially feminine profession. We doubt if even the hope of ultimately 
marrying the house-surgeon would prove sufficient to attract them 
as now, should the uuhealthiness of the occupation become 
generally known, es 

s 


THE saying that there is “nothing like leather” has become 
almost proverbial, but can now hardly be said to be strictly true, 
An enterprising American has just patented a machine for turning 
out a substance that is very much like leather indeed ; in fact, so 
closely resembling it, that the clever imitator hopes to make not 
only boots and shoes out of it but a rapid and considerable fortune. 


s 
WE understand, from a perusal of the columns of an evening 
contemporary, that a large contingent of constables has been 
drafted to London from the provinces. Canthis hive anything to 
do with the expected return of A. SLOPER to town? 


* 
Up the River, the most recent ballet produced by the Alhambra 
mauagement, is undoubtedly pretty, and the music tuueful, but it 
is questionable whether it will 
rove as successful as some of mt, 
its) predecessors, ‘The idea , 
seems to us to have been sug- 
ested by By the Sea at the 
impire Theatre, but like must 
imitations, it falls a long way 
behind the original in merit. 
Some very pretty dresses are 
worn in the ballet aud one or 
two clever dances ure _intro- 
duced, but for all this Up the 
River somehow hangs fire, 
with the result that when the 
curtain finally descends, the 
applause is far from enthusi- 
astic, se 
s 


THE Mildewed Music 
Haller has this day been 
graciously pleased to confer 
the “Award of Merit” upon 
R. G. KNOWLES, because he's 
a popular Javourite, “ Fey- 
ther,” sang the Blue Orbed 
Patterer, as the pair sauntered 
round the Empire lounge, 
“wot a pity it is you never 
started iu the comic song line, 

ou'd ‘ave made a fortin, 

Vhy, with a face like yourn 
you never need ‘ave done anything funny to raise a laugh.” The 
place was too public for the intliction of thoroughly efticient 
punishment, but when the Ancient got the Blue Eyed safely home 
—well, there, the particulars are too harrowing for publication. 


— 
4th October, 1682.—The Loyal London Mercury of th 


[Saturday, October 1, 1897 
i 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 87H, }59) 
<aatfmens 


2nd October, 1856.—Jem Mace was not a precocios,. 


1 


list, naving attuned Lis twenty-fourth year before eugagin. hin ne 


to strip with a local boxer, bearing the formidable name oy; < 

This illustrious obscure's fight with Mace, which took pla... 
day, was but a one sided affair, Jem snufting out his adver, 
pretensions in nineteen minutes, which included the ninth ai 
round, and leaving off without a mark of punishment, ae 


8rd October, 1818.—Under this date, Moore tells a oy 


story of Sheridan,’ “Sheridan, the first time he met his sou | 
after the latter's marriage, was seriously angry with him, an :.,) 
him he had made his will and cut him off witha shilline 1... 
«aid he was, indeed, very sorry, but immediately added, * You) «i... 
happen to have the shilling about you now, sir, do you!’ \)j 
Sheridan burst out laughing, and they became friends again” 


e 


above date says :—* Some persons being this week drinking at 1). 
‘Queen's Arms Tavern,’ in St. Martin’s-le-Grand, in the kitch., 
and having laid the fire-fork in the fire to light their pipes, ...;! 
dentally fell to a discoursing of the preoniey Deer! and what 
might be the cause of it. One in the company, having the fork :, 
his hand to light his pipe, would needs make trial of along dresser 
that stood there, which, upon the first touch, made a great joj 
and groaning, more than ever the board that was showed did : ani 
then they touched it three or four times, They all having seo jt 
the house is almost filled with spectators day and night, and ayy 


company calling for a glass of wine may gee it. 


5th October, 1667.—Pepys, under this date, speakiny , 
Nell Gwynne aud Mistress Knipp behind the scenes, says — 
lord, to see how they were both painted would make a man nai 
and did make me loathe them, and what base company of ten 
comes among them. And how poor the men are in clothes, and \e: 
what a show they make ou the stage by candlelight. But to x. 
how Nell cursed for having so few people in the pit was strange, 


described as “ Alexander III.’s nightmare, Francis Joseph's boyy 
and Bismarck’s sleeping-draught, one of the three clever women in 
Europe.” The following story is told of the French Sailor l'rinc- 
“One day his sister asked him to bring her a complete «ress v! 
Redskin chieftain’s wife. His absence was shorter than usual, ani 
a few days before his return he told her, in a letter, that he had the 
costume she wanted. ‘Here, Clémentine, this is for you,’ he said. 
at his arrival, putting a string of glass beads on the table. *V+r 
pretty,’ said Clémentine, ‘but you promised me a complete dress. 
‘This is the complete dress, I never saw them wear any other.” 


7th October, 1850.—Miss Biffin, who was born withou 


hands or feet, died at Liverpool this day, aged sixty-six. 


et at lal Med oe EE spat Souter bas ee 
8th October, 1871.—The murder of Mrs. Watson, at Stoch- 


well Crescent, by her husband, the Rev. J. Selby Watson, {or 
twenty-five vears head-master of Stockwell Grammar Schou, and 
well known in the literary world, occurred this day. 


A HALF-FULFILLED PROPHECY. 
THE Tottering Mound, as most meu ween, 
Was born in those good times 
When malefactors, who had been 
Convicted of their crimes, 
Were on a hempen halter hung 
And thus to Pandemonium flung. 


When SLOPER first on earth appeared 
In those good days of yore, 
A gipsy beldame, wan and weird, 
Pasaad through his father’s door, 
And there presumed to prophesy 
The shainelsi death the Wreck should dic. 


“’E'll ‘ave a generous ‘art,” she said ; 
“Ell ave a hopen ‘and; 
"Is name and ‘igh renown shall spread 
Hall through the Henglish land, 
But, well-a-day and woe is me! 
'K'l die attached to ‘emp !" said she. 
Lhis latter statement, SLOPER vows, 
Ts but an odious lie; 
And yet the dictum even now's 
Been half fulfilled—‘cos why? 
He lices attached tu Emp., we'll swear— 
We mean the Emp. in Leicester Square ! 


ne eee 


A SEASIDE FAREWELL. 

What she says: “Good-bai.” What he says: “Oh! goor 

What she doesn't say: “ Ouly i.” 
to thiuk, after all he’s said aud 
proposed, that he can part 
simply by sticking out his paw ; es 
like an inanimate jelly-fish and | bit of frock ; but it was gettin- 
ejaculating an absurd ‘Good- | too confoundedly spoons. * 
bai.” Men are deceitful. I do | always think it’s time to 
believe he’s a married man a!- | the brake on when thea ti 
ready — perhaps with a whele | the conversation on housekeet 
crowd of dirty nosed, squawk- | ing. Who wants to * keep 
ing kids —that’s, doubtless, | house? Fools keep house 
why he told me to write to | wise men live in ‘em. Maa. 
him at his club. And, now I Wonder if her father ison ue 
come to think of it, what aclub! | Wool Exchange. Should dow ‘ 
‘The Junior Bunscrunchers.’ I | it: girls do tell such men! 
do really believe he's some | mental ones. And, what sn" 
wretched City clerk with an | you can’t judge by appearit™ 
income of about twenty-five | us they overdress so. Just | ; 
shillings a week, including over- | at that little Gordon Bey 
time, and not in the army at all. | Folkestone last year. - 
I declare, as soon as he’s gone | saw her twice in the san" 
I'll run round to Jay's, the | And her father only # oH 
jewellers on the parade, and | taker—‘first robber These 
have this bracelet tested, and if | him—at the *Gluepot Theat 
—if—oh! it’s too horrid to | of Varieties’! inom 
think of—but if_it isn’t gold, “Must tear up this, ri : 
real solid gold, I'll write him | photograph: wouldn't) © 
such a letter tothe ‘Junior Bun- | pull that out, perhaps 0" 
scrunchers’ as he'll not easily Pandkerchief, at the te 
forget. Those deceitful men | Should never hear the lat, | 
creatures shall find out that Z | Good-bye, old beauty ~ 
am not to be played with.” fvoted out duffer—so lors: 


—— 
CES. 


EXCUSABLE UNDER THE CIRCUMSTAN 
SCENE—St, Paul's Churchyard. |, 
Distinguished Foreigner. Vare ces de Sheepshead, sare aares 
Busy Londoner, Sheepshead! Let me see. Oh, yes: 1 
butcher in Newgate Street. 
Distinguished Foreigner. No, sare, not dat. 
Sheepshead. A Ya Marke! 
Busy Londoner, Place Sheepshead? Oh, Smithfield“ 
Take the tirat turning—— vot for it 
Distinguished Foreigner (beginning te dance). wee 
sare! you no un‘erstand, I vant de vot you call de strec! 
call Sheepshead. ela 
Busy Londoner, The street we call Sheepshead! (- ‘ 
denly begins to dawn.) Oh! you want Cheapside, 1 Oe 1k 
Distinguished Foreigner, Yes, sare, Sheepside ; iat 1 \ 


Ss 
= 


What he doesn't says“ 
this relief much thanks, aso! 
Shakespeare says, Net a Ui 


a 


I vant dep" 


nvine 
At the 
“Ther 
busy 
I dese 
Pon th 
v2 S 
Imply 
Ww hou 


Saturday, October 1, 1892.) 


MARRING MARS. 


sir naming Jupiter as the “Stag” Planet.) 


You've of course observed the 
craze 
For passing nights and days 
For new measuring the distance 
of the stars ; 
And the “lion” of the hour 
Is the planet that doth glow'r— 
In short, the raddy planet known 
as Mars. 


But, lo! there is of late 
A fuss that’s quite na great, 
= Which Mars's fuimer merriment 
- debars ; 
And Jupiter's the name 
Of the modern pet of fame, 
In fact, he will (in that sense) 
“knock out " Mars, 


So Mars, of course, feels sad. 
And thinks he has been “ had,” 
Where he once had “ oolumns” 
now he gets but pars; 
For, since Jupiter's the pet 
Of the astronomie “ set,” 
Many make the merest mention- 
iug of Mars. 
eee 


MY FLIRTATION. 
SHE was an awfully tasty little 
a kissable, hugable item of confectionery in six and a 
uarter ganta, & fur boa and a Paris hat—eh? Oh, of course it 
aut. You surely don’t expect me to mentionevery single article 
{ ler attire, She was so delightfully affable, too, so pleasingly 
formal, that five minutes after she first entered the compartment, 
o were chatting like old friends, She was a dear, thoughtful girl. 
didn't put me to the trouble of inventing an excuse for open- 
mir the conversation, but told me she preferred the window up 
most as soon as the train started, aye 
Siall Lever forget that happy and, to me, all too brief journey ? 
vil the pleasant recollection of its incidents ever fade? The 
aintily robed vision of loveliness brightening the cramped, dusty 

are with that subtle glamour which always seems to surround 
uitiful woman; the flying express, the pretty half exclamation 
terror, the becoming roseate blush o’erspreading the lily cheeks 
i occasional jolt threw forward my fair companion nearly into 
y ready arms; the cosy little Junch from her sandwich basket 
J my flask, the half-crown to the guard to keep the compart- 
ert private—all, all comes back to me as some vivid episode of 
vamiand, And the way | lied! Well do I recall the fictitious 
dardstically worded account [ gave of myself in return for the 
formation that my charmer was & couutry squire's daughter on a 
sittoa maiden relative in 
e metropolis, How: [ 
ultiplied my annual in- 
Dive by about sixteen, spoke 
relessly of my heirshfp to 

distinguished title, my 
hambers in Piceadilly, my 
ubs.my horses, my friends, 
hy not pose thus fora brief 
wohours in her Janguid 
| should never, in all 
ability, see her again, A! 
hat need to particularize 
exact something I am in 
city? Well, too, I mind 
feeling of depression 
ich attacked me as the 
in steamed slowly into 
great terminus, my eager 
peal for her name, her 
dress ; the tirm but kindly 
fisal; and then my sudden 
ad resolve, the rapid seizure 
the pretty slender form, 
le short gasp of astonish- 
ent, the indignant struggle, the angry appeal for relense, the one 
ort blissful moment of delirious, intoxicating rapture, as, with 
r warm breath fanning my burning face, the fluffy golden curls 
ushing my forehead, my lips touched the soft, penoklike down of 
cheek ; and then the jolt as the train drew up at the station. 
d the unwelcome voice of the porter asking through the window 
we had any luggage. Thus we parted. She refused my offer to see 
Pr into a cab, and, fearful to offend further and truly a little 
hamed, | sought refuge in a hansom and was driven home. 
My wife opened the door herself, “You're early, dear,” she 
id. “Tam expecting our new housemaid every moment, I felt 
nvinced when your cab drove up it was she.” 
At that moment there came a knock at the door, 

There she ia,” exclaimed my wife. “Go down, George, cook's 
busy in the kitchen.” 

I descended into the hall and threw open the door, and there 
on the threshol stood—— The fair companion of my jour- 
Vi Nota bit of it. Wrong entirely. No such colossal luck. 


imply a red cheeked, flashily dressed, frizzy haired damsel—the 
W housemaid, 


D 
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GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 66.—JULIANNA JANE GAWLE. 


Rom-Bom! bim-a-bom! rat-tat-tat ! 
Eight times, nine times, a knock like 
that 
: Came to the door of our Sole Lessee, 
g And out of his bedroom casement 
Slvly he el ger on the strict Q.T., 
Then fainted from sheer amaze- 
ment, (more 
For a gang of ten thousand dames or 
Was _ waiting — waiting around his 
door! 


Panting, pale as a puiseless ghost, 
Anon he confronted that angry host. 
And their speakeress said,“ We be English 
wives, 
_ Resolved to at once extinguish — [lives, 
The curse which is blighting our wretched 
So discard ye that bold faced thing which 
Is holding our husbands’ weak hearts in 
a, thrall, (Gawle!” 
That reptile—that harpy—that fiend, Miss 


Quivering, quaky of hand and knee, 
Quickly made answer our Sole Lessee : 
* Lachrymose Indies, the news ye bring 
With ineffable grief doth grieve me, 
. #00 she reptile, the harpy, the bold faced 
hing, 
Shall be sacked in an hour, believe me!” 
And the ladies went; but they little 
How tl he get ; 
“| te manager said, when he found that fiend : 
Rares Talse you your wages, my sweet Miss G., 
Tha your weight in diamonds you're worth to me, 
On il o-night and henceforward, you'll please appear 
‘the stage in a different name, my dear!” 


Mars boom threatens to collapse by reason of @ new craze for 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


CHEMICAL LABORATORY, GUY's HospITAL, LONDON, 8.E., 
September 12th, 1892. 

Dr. THOS. STEVENSON begs to acknowledge safe receipt of 
“Award of Merit.” 
' 
| 


WORCESTER, September 14th, 1892. 
S1r,—I am sorry to inform you that | am compelled to discon- 
tinue the sale of periodicals, A sharp, but, happily, short attack 
of illness coming upon me just on entering the ninth month of 
my eighty-third year, warns me it it time to make my bow and 
retire. 1 part from “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” with much 
regret. It has been my good fortune to sell nearly 34,000 copies. 
Under the circumstances, | felt I could not discontinue the sale 
without writing to let you know the reason why. It only remains 
for me to thank you for the kind and prompt attention with which 
my orders have been executed and to wish you health and pros- 


perity. Yours respectfully, H. WOOD, 


HERALD PAINTERS TO HER MAJESTY AND H.R.H. THE 
PRINCE OF WALEs, 
4 GoDLIMAN Street, Doctors’ Commons, LONDON, E.C., 
September 15th, 1892, 

DEAR S1R,—Some time ago, you cailed on us to know if we 
would sell the original grant of arms and supporters to Sir Robert 
Sloper, granted in 1788. If you feel disposed to purchase the same 
how, We are willing to sell at five pounds. 

BISHOP axp CLARK. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 133.—II& 18 CRUELLY WRONGED. . . . WHY, HE WAS 
NEVER NEAR THE PLACE IN Il1s LIFE. 


WE name no name, we date no date, 

| But ALLY SLOPER heard of late 

The startling rumour that a great 

And good young man of high estate 
Had been alarmed, astounded, 

On learning that a gorgeous pair 

Of trousers meant for him to wear 

Had been “constructed” ina bare 

And broomless chamber, where ‘twas fair 
To guess that germs abounded. 


On hearing which, the Mildewed Sire, 

With terror twenty times more dire, 

Soon waylayed Edward Wales, Esquire, 

And, grovelling in the mud and mire, 
Sobbed out his meek petition : 

“T prays you, sir, to hear my prayer. 

T pays for ‘bags’ a quid a pair: 

So will you, please (to see as they're 

Not made in no unhealthy lair), 
Appoint a akilled Commission?" 


“T will! Twill!" good Wales replied, 
“1 cannot let Old England's pride 
Expire!" And fifty men of wide 
Experience straight were occupied 
In tracing back the “trowsis ” 
Ry SLopER bought—ench high priced pair 
Dnto its source; and then with care 
Discovering if the bold, bad, bare- 
Faced cholera germs were having rare 
High jinks within those houses, 


For three long weeks the sages plied 
Their arduous task ; then occupied 
Three hours in thumping SLorEr’s hide, 
lor their research had satisfied 
Them all (beyond all manner 
Of doubt) that he had purchased all 
His “ bags,” for years back, at a stall 
In that vast field of Jewish trade, 
The Lane of Petticoat, and paid 
Ler pair one paltry tanner! ! 
ges 


WHAT DETERRED HER. 

SHE had been deeply, grievously, foully wrong. The vase of her 
maiden affections had been rudely dnshed to the ground and shat- 
tered; the silver cords of her virgin heart had been relentlessly 
torn asunder; everything was dust and ashes; yet nothing would 
induce her to take her maternal parent's advice and “sue the brute 
for breach of promise.” Day after day she simply pined and pined, 
like an ill planted carrot fern ina gallipo! of sand; every ray of 
hope seemed to have faded out of her life, every beain of sunshine 
to have vanished. Her friends entreated in vain. Her poor old 
mother littered the best Axminster carpet with her grey hairs in 
handfuls, all to no purpose. When her own scalp was bare she 
took to plucking the tap-dog, which answered equally well, or, 
rather, no better. 

But she absolutely refused to “take the matter into court.” Was 
it because, supposing she proved legally victorions, a verdict, with 
substantial damages, would not be considered a fitting recompense 
for her wounded feelings? No! Was it out of any desire to spare 
him—he whom she had loved, villain though he had proved? Not 
at all! Was it that she dreaded the exposure attendant upon the 
conduct of a case ina court of law?) Nota solitary dread ! 

No; but we'll tell you what it was. She had a bit of an eye for 
artistic beauty, and she really couldn’t contemplate the probability 
of a crude thumbnail sketch of herself as “The Fair Prosecutrix” 
appearing in the evening papers. 


—_ 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 14.—A QUEER BARGAIN, 


Such 4 legion of bodily ailments was mine 
When | went to Glenhampton-on-Sea, 

That my “hulk” was described by a doctor malign 
As a Medical Dictionaree. 

1 was gaunt as a beldame, and weak as the same; 
I was light as a feather; but, zounds! 

When I'd been at Glenhampton a fortnight, my frame 
Was more heavy by fifty-five pounds ! 

I possessed a wee stocking, with yellow boys stored, 
When [ went to Glenhampton-on-Sea, 

And those sovs, were intended to buy me my board 
When the winter's hard times I must dree, 

But such justice I did to the comforts divine, 
In which merry Glenhamnpton abounds, 

That, in fourteen days’ space that wee stocking of mine 
Had grown lighter by fifty-five pounds ! 

Very heavy, indeed, grows my heart as the thought 
Of my lightness in eash me annoys ; 

But my heart waxes airily light as I gloat 
O’er my heaviness avoirdupois, 

And, thus saddened and gladdened, | humbly entreat 
To be told if my bargain redounds 

To my wisdom, since fifty-five pounds of fat meat 
I have purchased for fifty-five pounds ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Q. BRIEF distinction, please, between surgeon enving fish-eater 
from choking and suryzeon falling into sea while on pleasure trip. 
A. Gets bone out of throat; gets thrown out of boat. 

LATEST Description of the Millennium: The time when swords 
shall be turned into plow-shares and sword wielders into Labou- 
shares, 

MARGATE is a busy place during the summer. It generally has 
its (s)'ands pretty full, 


Yours faithfully, 


SLOPER’S SELECT LIBRARY. 


| THE LADY ELFRIDA. 
(A STORY OF THE CRUSADERS.) 


CHAPTER III. 

THE Baron heaved a sigh of satisfaction when he heard his 
faithful Pasquail’s report that the Lady Elfrida was in the seclu- 
sion of her cham- 
ber, It was a 
period of day she 
usually spent in 
the buttery in 
drilling the ser- 
vants;andthough 
it was a period at 
which the Baron 
would have rarely 
enjoyed a jack of 
ale, the opportu- 
nity seldom oc- 
curred. Now that 
it had come, it 
was not to be lost. 

“Bring me up 
a mug of ale, 
good —Pasquail,” 
said the Baron, 
“and smuggle it . 
quietly, that news 
of the libation 
may not reach 
Elfrida’s ears.” 

Pasquail softly © 
retired, and the 
Baron de Torqui- 
ville hid his chin 
upon his hand 
and pondered 
deeply. It was 
evident hewas not 
happy. His furrowed brows and his grey hairs were eloquent that 
life to him had not heen sweet nor easy, As Pasquail returned, 
bearing under the skirt of his garbardine a beaker of foaming ale, 
the Baron's eye twinkled brightly, and eagerly he extended his 
hand to grasp the booze. Quickly he carried the treasure to his 
lips, and, after a huge draught, had paused for breath when the 
door of the apartment was suddenly flung open, and his lovely 
daughter, the Lady Elfrida, entered the apartment. 

Her eye fell upon the beaker inthe old man’s hand, and instantly 
her wrath blazed forth. 

“Ho, sir!" she cried, “art swilling these filthy swipes at this 
hour of the day?" 

“ My sweetest daughter——" 

“Bah! sirrah! there is no excuse!” 

“*Twas but a pot of small ale.” 

“ Peace, sir! though it be but a pot of small ale, it is its effect ra 
an example which makes the offence enormous. Away with it, 
sirrah !” she thundered, as she tossed the pot at Pasquail's head, 
“Away with it, and with it thyself away! I would speak to my 
parent in private.” 

Pasquail tremblingly gathered up the pot and left the room, 


————— 


Carried the treasure to his lips 


“Awuy with it!” 


while the Baron turned expectantly but meekly towards the impe- 
rious woman. . 

“ Are your brains besotted with that drink? or can you listen to 
what I have to say?" she asked. 

“ My dear, proceed ; I am all nitention,” 

“Listen, then. I aim about to be married.” 

“Married! What joy!" said the Baron. 

“For whom?” 

“For myself—no, for him, | mean—that is, for you.” 

“Methinks you are wonderfully ready to get quit of me.” . 

“ By no means, my dear, 1 shall be desolate without you. It will 
he lonely and quiet.” 

“| shall visit you often.” . 

“ My love, | cannot hope that you would desert your home duties 
for my sake. It would be too much.” 

“You do not ask to whom I am to be married.” 

“It doesn't matter, my dear, at all—that is, | pity—congratulate 
him, T mean.” 

“Sir Montmorency de Branegold is to be my husband.” 

“Poor de— y love, you could not have chosen a 
nobler.” ’ 

“ He will be here to-day, You will not withhold your consent?” 

“Oh, dear, 
no! certain- 
ly not! I f He 
shall be | \ 7 
glad to help — 
him, al l 


“ What!" Te 
“T mean, 
my dear, 1 
shall be- 
sorry tolose | ¢ 
you, and all 
that, but 
what can't 
be cured 
must be 4% 
endured. I 
learnt that 
in your 
lamented 
mother's = 
You will 
speak him « 
fair as oa 
father 
should.” 

“I will, 
my dear, I will.” And asthe lovely Elfrida closed the door from 
the outside, the aged Baron softly executed a fragment of a 


medizval hornpipe, and smiled a gratified smile. 
(To be continued next week.) 


A mediwval hornupipe. 


No, 275. Mr, Hanky PAULTONS, F.O.S, 

“Por the benefit of the uninitiated few, it may, perhaps, be as 
well to mention that the subject of this week's sketch isa shining 
light in the theatr 1 firmament, which is, we be e, the most 
cultured and fashionable way of calling him an actor, Being of 
precisely the same opinion as some other celebrity whose name we 
forvet at the moment, and believing that experience cannot be 
gained too early in life, our hero started in his present profession 
at avery temler age, playing an infant's part with so much force 
and realism, that his nurse and parents were nearly driven to the 
verge of suic This is, perhaps, the only oreasion on rerord 
on which Harry has failed to fill the house, visitors seldom stay - 
ing and never calling again, and servants invariably giving 
notice after a day's experience of the youthful actor's clarion 
voice, But though constant doses of soothing syrup and fre- 
quently administered slaps in some degree seemed to damp his 
ardour, our hero never swerved from the career he had marked 
down for himself, and when at the age of sixteen he played the 
Prince of Denmark at a charity entertainment,and escaped with 
merely a cut head and a blackened eye, even his most intimate 
friends almitte1 that there ought to be a chance for him on the 
stage. How correct they were may be judged from the position 
Harry now holds in the profession, and from the fact that, chiefly 
because he is a sterling comedian, he was created F.O.S., and the 
‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him February 13th, 1886," 
~ -Debrett Improve i. 


Chef (going out). Mind, those two toffs upstairs want their 
calf's head done in oil, comprene: ? 


Marmiton, Soho, Tam not a painter, sare, 


LOVE'S SWEET SONG. 
That glowing cheek my chest consumes, 
To gain thy smile I sit on tacks, 


A FLYING SHOT. 
“Miso, by Jingo! Gotan infernal fiv in mv eve.” “& Humph! 
“‘twasn't the slyo’ the birds, was it,old man?" 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


BY PROXY. 
BERNE - Maryate. 


Frogmarch. Good morning—lhaw—ladies. Glad to see you looking so happy. 
Quite a treat—haw- for the bathers. 

Ethel. Yes, indeed, it is, Not the least bit of wind, saeh beantiful sunshine, 
Frogmarch? But, there, men are so fond of it, so of course you do, 


Froomarch,. Oh, no, I don't—haw. At least, not personally. Too much trouble, don'cherknow—so dread- 


fully fatiguing. My valet does it for me every morning before breakfast. 


(Saturday, October 1, 19> 


“What's this, Billy?" “That's seaweed,” 
Tthonght pr'aps Annt Maria had drowuded |, 
we'd fetched up ber back hair.” 


Lovely day, is it not? 


Do you bathe much, Mr. 


First Friend (musingly), 1 could stop here for p:rr 
amongst these green fielis and meadows, 

Second Friend, Like a cart-horse—never so happy a 
when turned out to grass—eh ? 


A MORAL TALE FOR THE YOUNG. 


(1). Sunday School Tommy (to Truthful Willie), “Cheer, Bill! Let's go an’ knock 
down » me of old Puffy's wornuts an’ put ‘em in this ‘ere bag.” Willie. “Right 


y'are. The old bloke ain't hup as carly as this, an’ the dorg’s chained.” (2). “ He, 
he! ‘ere’sa lark! Both together, an’ we'll soon bring summat down. Whoop !"—— 
(3). Bash! and they brought down rather more than they expected, both being pros- 
trated at the first fire, amid an unrivalled pyrotechnic display, much to the delight of 


GIRLS SLOPER'’S KISSED. 


Oy ode — Citbisssia. 


as Chinon (to Knob), Ha, old man, I'm coming in again. 
dwuduus Print by Dabéiki BRUPHEKS, wt ther Cumuen Lrese, High direet, N.W., aud Published by the Proprietor 
’ 


“old Puffy,” who had a view of the entertainment from the top window.——'1! 
Then the guileless youths went for each other in true Sunday school book style, Ww! 
Mr. Puffy and his daughter Sue descended and also took a hand at the gam 

the assistance of the faithful hound, the mop and the broom, they impressed 9 ea 
lesson in honesty upon the young innocents which will last them until they find thes 
selves ina reformatory or on the gallows waiting for the next turn. 


THE FASHIONS. 


is ne 
Speen 
were 


Mademoisell . Ali, Julien, how do? 
the Queen.” Oh, Ido want people tot 
English. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, we“ The oiepertes,” 99 sive Lane, Louduu, E.C.—oatinday, Uctover |, 1/4 


